Compressed files in volumes

That a leper is unclean, however, should be insisted upon; and
the segregation of lepers, from what little is known of the disease,
should be rigidly maintained. On the other hand, the awful horror
with which the leper has been regarded in the past, and the
frightful treatment he has received, have been unnecessary and
cruel. In order to dispel some of the popular misapprehensions
of leprosy, | want to tell something of the relations between the
lepers and non-lepers as | observed them at Molokai. On the
morning after our arrival Charmian and | attended a shoot of the
Kalaupapa Rifle Club, and caught our first glimpse of the
democracy of affliction and alleviation that obtains. The club was
just beginning a prize shoot for a cup put up by Mr. McVeigh, who
is also a member of the club, as also are Dr. Goodhue and Dr.
Hollmann, the resident physicians (who, by the way, live in the
Settlement with their wives). All about us, in the shooting booth,
were the lepers. Lepers and non-lepers were using the same
guns, and all were rubbing shoulders in the confined space. The
majority of the lepers were Hawaiians. Sitting beside me on a
bench was a Norwegian. Directly in front of me, in the stand, was
an American, a veteran of the Civil War, who had fought on the
Confederate side. He was sixty-five years of age, but that did not
prevent him from running up a good score. Strapping Hawaiian
policemen, lepers, khaki-clad, were also shooting, as were
Portuguese, Chinese, and kokuas—the latter are native helpers in



the Settlement who are non-lepers. And on the afternoon that
Charmian and | climbed the two-thousand-foot pali and looked
our last upon the Settlement, the superintendent, the doctors,
and the mixture of nationalities and of diseased and non-
diseased were all engaged in an exciting baseball game.Mrs.
Phillips was asleep. Joan seated herself beside the bed and
waited. She had not yet made herself up for the day and the dyed
hair was hidden beneath a white, close-fitting cap. The pale, thin
face with its closed eyes looked strangely young. Suddenly the
thin hands clasped, and her lips moved, as if she were praying in
her sleep. Perhaps she also was dreaming of Gethsemane. It
must be quite a crowded garden, if only we could see it.“There is
nothing uncivil in not accepting a man’s invitation,” said
Phineas. Joan had gone out in September, and for a while the
weather was pleasant. The men, wrapped up in their great-coats,
would sleep for preference under the great sycamore trees.
Through open doorways she would catch glimpses of
picturesque groups of eager card-players, crowded round a
flickering candle. From the darkness there would steal the sound
of flute or zither, of voices singing. Occasionally it would be
some strident ditty of the Paris music-halls, but more often it was
sad and plaintive. But early in October the rains commenced and
the stream became aroaring torrent, and a clammy mist lay like a

white river between the wooded hills.
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